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"You lay too low for my anger to injure." As to the east

and north, I believe they cannot get past the Turret.

My wife joins with me in duty and affection to you.
Please to remember us both in love to Mr. and Mrs.
Flaxman, and

believe me to be your affectionate,
Enthusiastic, hope fostered visionary,

WILLIAM BLAKE.

TO     THOMAS     BUTTS

Felpham Cottage, of Cottages the prettiest,

September 11,1801.
MY DEAR SIR,

I hope you will continue to excuse my want of steady
perseverance, by which want I am still so much your
debtor & you so much my Credit-er; but such as I can
be, I will. I can be grateful, & I can soon Send you some
of your designs which I have nearly completed. In the
mean time by my Sister's hands I transmit to Mrs. Butts
an attempt at your likeness, which I hope she, who is
the best judge, will think like, Time flies faster (as
seems to me) here than in London. I labour incessantly
& accomplish not one half of what I intend, because my
Abstract folly hurries me often away while I am at
work, carrying me over Mountains & Valleys, which are
not Real, in a Land of Abstraction where Spectres of the
Dead wander. This I endeavour to prevent & with my
whole might chain my feet to the world of Duty & Real-
ity; but in vain! the faster I bind, the better is the Bal-
last, for I, so far from being bound down, take the world
with me in my flights, & often it seems lighter than a
ball of wool rolled by the wind. Bacon & Newton would
prescribe ways of making the world heavier to me, &